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very torpid livers, their hepatic circulation must be
very slow For, as these youthful and grim experiences
of mine showed me, uncontrolled emotion, though it
may make a tragedy in common life, turns to farce upon
the stage The carving knife for Lucy, Juliet's death,
the Witch's sorcery, all taught me that art—dramatic
art, at all events—must use both the emotions and the
intelligence for its portrayal intelligence to keep the
emotions within bounds, and the emotions to mellow the
intelligence
But the little Cheltenham girl had a long and hard
road to follow before experience taught her even this
little bit of wisdom
II
My father, consistent in his contradictormess, disliked
actors, but delighted in the stage He urged upon his
fellow townsmen the building of a new theatre in
Cheltenham He got it built, and Lily Langtry came
to open it with a performance of "Lady Clancarty " I
was there, long before the time I sat straining my eyes
towards the closed red curtains I felt that the theatre
was mine, for had I not stood yesterday upon a chair
reciting poetry in order that my father might test the
acoustics of the theatre Presently the red curtains
parted, Lily Langtry appeared I saw her loveliness, of
which everyone had told me, and, seeing her, something
that I had never thought of before came and remained
in my mind There are two kinds of beauty beauty of
face and eyes and hair and body, and beauty of move-
ment She taught me, because she had both
Now I am fifteen and make my first appearance on the
stage No minor part for Lilla She is Lady Mac-
beth I take down my book of Press cuttings, turn back
to the earliest one—faded, yellow I read it and smile,
and yet the praise which it showers on me is still the
sweetest I have ever known How I am tempted to write
it all down, for I want so much this little girl who used

